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WHEN AS THE NIGHTINGALE
WHEN as the nightingale chanted her vespers, And the wild forester couched on the ground, Venus invited me in the evening whispers Unto a fragrant field with roses crowned. Where she before had sent My wishes' complement. Unto my heart's content Played with me on the green. Never Mark Antony Dallied more wantonly With the fair Egyptian Queen.
First on her cherry cheeks I mine eyes feasted, Thence fear of surfeiting made me retire; Next on her wanner lips, which when I tasted, My duller spirits made active as foe. Then we began to dart, Each at another's heart, Arrows that knew no smart, Sweet lips and smiles between. Never Mark Antony Dallied more wantonly With the fair Egyptian Queen.
Wanting a glass to plait her amber tresses Which like a bracelet rich decked mine arm, Gaudier than Juno wears when as she graces Jove with embraces more stately than warm;1613-1658            JOHN    CLEVELAND                       39

WHEN AS THE NIGHTINGALE
WHEN as the nightingale chanted her vespers,
And the wild forester couched on the ground,
Venus invited me in the evening whispers
Unto a fragrant field with roses crowned.
Where she before had sent
My wishes' complement.
Unto my heart's content
Played with me on the green.
Never Mark Antony
Dallied more wantonly
With the fair Egyptian Queen.
First on her cherry cheeks I mine eyes feasted,
Thence fear of surfeiting made me retire;
Next on her wanner lips, which when I tasted,
My duller spirits made active as foe.
Then we began to dart,
Each at another's heart,
Arrows that knew no smart,
Sweet lips and smiles between.
Never Mark Antony
Dallied more wantonly
With the fair Egyptian Queen.
Wanting a glass to plait her amber tresses
Which like a bracelet rich decked mine arm,
Gaudier than Juno wears when as she graces
Jove with embraces more stately than warm;